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RYNOPSIN OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS,

» L Comnrer has fought bia =ay up fmom
. ‘{:'.wm e ¥ ¥ of the O, 0 and X,
llﬂld. » # and hia thn, Caine, have fust

LI d, " Jiug & wynl|-

of enetiies doed by one Dilacards ?'a ‘L
Euardian of Dedree Shevling o beaatifnl gl

" be mibirea and for wham be e leres his
g tp be mercly patereal,  Desiree s 1w ore

o satih who can hreak hin hamh

10 the Tﬁlk‘f id e vish claractar
it,  Caleb o the !'H’nhl to bk a
of his financisl enemies, soarda buis bitm
AWRy I & faise report that Desires s (1]
lomrna of the trick, retume to the Ospital

ta win hia Ni . Uien o
. Calme interfeorss (o svo Dlacania’s Jife.
, At a dinner st Ararmek  Club, &

T.a *nmm*.h the dining reom,

CHAPTER V1.
i Contiuued )
In the House of Rimmon.

E broke into a senile, weak
sobbing. And from all over
the room rose a confumed
whisparing, a rustie, an in.
definable electrio  thrill,

Women whose escorts had led them
10 the door halted and looked back In
crass Interest. Mean glanced at ons an-
other, muttering queries that found
no answer, Even Dillingham forgot
at last his faint hope of restoring
the ahattered funotion to ila former
banal calm.

Palr by pair, all oeyes slowly fo-
cussed on Caleb Conover. Hut the
mont Imaginative guser could not dea-
cry emotion — whether of wsurprise,
) g n or fear—on the heavy mask
{+ of the Fighter's face. For a moment

thare was a hush. The old man on
the floor atill subbed In maudlin fash-
fon. Hut no one heeded him, Then
Cadnn arose,

“1 think.” he began, his pleasant,
Jow.pitehed volca breaking in like a
dash of cool water on his liearery’
superhoated senses—"I think there in
1o need for any of us to magn
‘this trifling break in our jolly eve-
ning: nor to allow It to mar In any
way our spirit of good-followship.
MA:.l proposs that we''——

“Hold on!™ interposed Caleb, quiet.

. He got to his fest and lald a
elaining linnd on Caine's arm.

“You mean well” hs said, “an® 1
thank you. I3ut 1 think this I8 where I
do the talkin', an' pot you, L've
never made u spoech here bhefope,”
s went on, ralsing hia voles, “an’ [

. never expected to, But I'll ask you
peopla to have patience with me for
a minute or two, Hecauss there's
one or two things that's got to ba
sndd here an' now. An' I'm the one
that's got to ‘om."”
need about him, Neover he-

! fore In the Ararcek Club had orator

ew mo rapt an audiencs,
] beavy volce; the hrute mag-
netiam of the man, no less thun curis
osity as to how he would handie so
impossible a situation, hnd alroady
(oY t every ono'a attention, His
" ow masterful manner, his latent
strength, lent a force of thelr own to
hls rough words ss he wont on:

“Yes, ladies and gentlomen, that
man doubled up on the floor thore

father—I 4lAn't know 1l fve
ago that he wan still wlive, [
n nor heard of him in near

yoars; till ho camo in
drunk, just now, an’ broke
ur party. I'm sorry for what
If I could muke any kind
ratlon to you for the hother
caused, I'd do it, [*guess you
know But I can't, All I can
do §8 to try to make you look at him
less like he was a mungy dog in a
fit, an’ more as if s was a human
Iiie yourselves, That's why l'm tak-
in' the liberty to speak to you now,
Wil you hear ma?"

The unconsclous buzz and murmur
that all at once swopt the room wervid
' him for anawer, and he continued:

“My father,” with another nod to-

f ward the mumbling fwure on the
“was A risin’, hoard-workin®
» man. He come of decont people, an'

b » he was o pramisin’ young chap that
ev'rybody lked,  That  was the
trouble, Too many folks liked him:

P which ix pretiy near as bad as bein'
) liked by nobody, Nothin® pers'nal in-
tended. When the Civil War broke
out he went to the front, There he
learned to starve, to loaf, to forget
» his business tralnin’, An o wisn't
. the only one, | gueas, There's where
. he learned to drink, ton, When nien
have o go supperless to bad en the

Cwet ground after an all-duy march, a
L awig of whiskey's i blessin's  I'5 a
# Llessin’, too, when it dulis the mem-
« 'ry of the comrade ut your slde that
wiua bluowed toy pleece by a wholl or
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ripped open by a4 bay'net,  Can you
blame the soldiers (f they ot tha
whiskey bless ‘o wo often that i
ety 1o be hiabit?
w MAtier the wav any futhor cuinn
home,  Thers b et plidg of s

an' women waviy handkerohl'fa an'
mll‘illl'"'l'n to call hing an® his tellms
a lot of hot-alr nnines when they
marched off in thelr bloo uniforms to
the wal, When  the  boys vk

slouchin® buwek, foolsord, FRUERE ._l nn'
#0 thin they looked ke walkin 0=
baliner advortigements, thore wasn't

aa mueh cheorin', My fither'd

1
i fina set-up lad,

ROne away n briak,

leavin' good work behind foon e
come back like o good many thon
sand othors, none the better for a

four-your coourse in shiftlessnens,
bovae an' no regtlar wovl,

Witk folka whio'd ehecred him when
he went to fight for ‘vm had cheered
awny o lot of thely spare patritism
by that time. Theve wia'nt enotik W of
it left In Granite th glve miy futhoer
a faulr start In the world again.  He-
canse he'd learned to drink, (o loaf,

be uncasy an' unreliable when ho
worked, they forgot Le'd pieked up
those tricks while he wos defondin'
thelr conntry, Heroes wis i drug in
* the market. If uny of you feliers

know how 1t focls o gel duwn (o
worlt the day aftor your fortnlghl's
vacation, mayhe yon can undorstind
what I meant to him to settls down
to & Jub after four yeurs in the open,”

Conover glanced again ot his
sather. The old man hud ceascd to
munide and wis teying to follow the
Vighter's specch, The sluck Jaw hnd

thightoned, and the huddled form was

strogrling slowly to ita feet,

4 SHe trelad to work,”™ resymed Con.
. aver, “hut  yvonnkey, smarter  folks,
with steadier buginess trainin',. wos
grabbin® all the good Jobm, Xet he
got what he eould, an' for awhile ha
Ald (he best e knew how. Then he
saw o chonee (49 wuke things cusjor
for my mother ap® me, Ho'd been
used Lo seein' iy officers ln the wriny

]
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paddin' expanss accotunts an' gettin’
graft on fodder bills an' such. He'd
snen conirnctors grow rich by sellin’
the Gov'mient shoddy blanketa an'
roiten food. Wan 1t any worse for
him to soamp weolghta on the coal
seales,  That's what he done, Not
In big quantities, am If he was
financier; but a fow cents & day ns
he got the chance,

“That was his misiake. If he'd
atole a milllon he'd n' been 4 Big man
in Granlte, But he hadn't the brain
to do more'n foller, a long way off,
tho example of the mon he'd baon
taught to obey for four years. He-
causs he stola so little an’ so stoo-
pidly, they found him out, They
didn't stop to ask {f he'd used the
miser‘ble little sums of plifered monay
to make his homa happler an' buy
things for hia nick wife. Those argu-
menta don't eut muoh fos in law. He
win Just o sommon th
sent him to Btate prison.
mothar could starve, for all th
eared. The bread-winnor was locked
up. ‘That was all holy Justios asked
for, We could die of hunger If wa
wanted to, now that tha law had
tuken away the man who had stole to
koeap us alive, .

“L guess you folka hna read of the
way mon get teonteld In thoss places
whore the Htate gives ‘em a ochance
to repent of thelr sins, For five years
my fathar llved In a stona cubby-
hole an' had for ohuma a cholee
¢'lection of the Devil's Own Brigade,
Not a soul in all that time to speak
a decent word to him—to -{ Ploass,’
in givin® hm his orders. It sounda
ke n amall thing to have no one say
‘Please’ to you. But try it some

time.
“Aftor fiva yeary' of hardin’ with
baasts—only in' treated worse'n

the 8, P, ¢, A, would let any beast
be treated—thay turnsd my father
looss, They'd mct the prison mark
on him; they'd tanght him to keep
‘vomp'ny  with binckguards: they'd
mads him eallous to everything de.
cent, an' taken away his citizenship,
Havin' done which, they gen‘roualy

iy wotx him free an' glives him a chance

to be a God-fearin', upright man in
future. Who'll hire & convict? Who'll
Eive him a show? No one. You
know that as well as [ do. How can
he hold up his head among men who
haven't had tha bad luck to be
eanght?  What was left for my
father ta do? To ‘socinte with the
only class that'd taks him as an
equal. To turn to the drink that
mode him forgel they'd branded him
ns an outeaat. That's what he 4id.
1 nin't sayin® it's right, T ain't sayin'
that Faul Conover's a nobla In in’
work of (lod as he slinks against 1 ¢
post there, The drink that comforiv.
Yim wo long has knosked out his man.
hood. The hard luck an® starvin® hna
turned Him old and ugly an' bad-
shaped., In short, he's what S'clety
an' a lovin' Paternn! Gov'ment has
made him. An'—he's my father, God
help him!  An' the man who says I'm
nanamed of him, lHea!"™

Amid the oppresaed allence, Caleh
Conover orossed over to whera his
father &tood cowed and half-sobered,
An gently as a woman, he put hia
arm about the old man's twisted
shoulders and drew him toward the
door. A Inneg was made for their
poassagn, From somewhers In the
crowid came the sound of o woman's
atifled  smabh, Jack Havwarden Im-

ulsively clapped his hands together,
!l"hnrn waia  an Instant's  shoeked
silonce. Then-—no one could afters
wiurd explain why—the lad's example
wis followed from all quarters of the
dining hall, and a rattle of Incon-
gritous appinuse re-echoed through
thoe place.

Aa Canover, half-lending, half-nup-
porting the wizened form, noared
the door, young Hawanlen barred
his path, With boylsh hero-worship
shining in his oyes, Jack throst out
his hand. Caleb gripped it In sllenca
and passed on, out into the darkness,
None followed the strange pair as
they teft the eluhhouse,

Nelther father nor son apoks a word
until they were alone In the wstar-
lit road, far beyond enrshot of the
elub. Then Caleb stopped, glancing
back as though fearful leat some in-
quisitive guest might have come out
to wituoas the sequel to the banquet
hall seone.  The night atlr had still
further clearcd the drink-fog from
the old man's brain. Clutohing hia
gon hy the aleeve, and tremblingly
patting the Fighter's blg hand; he
whitmpered:

SGawd Bloss you, hov!
man I am this night. You're nnt
arhnmed of your poor okl father
what workod 2o hard for vou an’ loves
you so an""

With n eestura of lonthing, Cnaleb
shiook off the weak elawp

“Yon measty old erook!" he snarled,
“Keep your dirty hands  off  me!
Here!™ thrusting o roll of By npon
him, "Take thisx an® got out of town
by the next teain, Write ma where
e formvard money an' ' osee yon ot
enough ta keep you drunk 11 you
aliee Mt I vou  ever set faot In
Cieanite agaln 11 have you rallrooaded
to fall for life. An', after this, don't
spring that Civil War yarn again,
ivll  War d-lnrk stories  are
plaved ont, wl FOu wern never
within twe hundred miles  of the
wiur: and vou know  vou waren't
Dan't Lo when vou don't have ta, 1t
sl vour skl forr nec'sanry Mo,
wow, et nway from lers! Chase!”

CHAPTER VII.
Into an Unknown Land.

It's a proud

£

HE  redahaived moan wos
fighting,

He tad alwayva heen
fixhting.  But to-night he

muat wield weapons where-
Wl no exparionees; unskilled,
on thelr
own ground.  The thousght thrilled
Wit with the Joy of the born fighter.

He woas now midwiy through the
ordeal of the Standish dinoer party:
Loetty: and drinking
more champagne thin was his wont,
AL tiret, he b sot taciturn, now, the
wine hegan 1o

of he
he must meet deft oppon

[}

Hoatad next Lo

lpowen hig tongue,
Condver felt e woan gelling on
Mnely, A most Mittering attention-—
Fivr dlifforent feom the slight aloofness
Gf e evening's oarlier momoents-—
grostod Juw overy word, (Caine, hows
vver, sevmod actually jealous of his
ftelend's popularity, for he cut ln now
with n complete ghunge of subject,
Y1 owonder e gonjectiursd, addross.
Ing o one in portiealar, “why tenors
ivariably ase born widhout Intelli-

ursday, De

| The Question of the Hour
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL

"You munst be erazy, ehild!
mw you Jike'te——

“"Fa stll!" she eommanded, har
mliver voles ringing Hoarah. *1 forbid
You to speak to mo, now or any time,
A man who can plan what you nre
planning, and who can boast of 11,

I never

Isn't Nt to speak to any woman. You
went te the house ms n guest—and
You asked men's opinions In  the

smoking room'
"It wan the dressin’ room, Dey,” he

pleaded, “An' It was only me an'
Calne™

“You ask men's oplnfon,” blazed on
Deniree, unheoding. “as to whother

you are likely to galn anyithing in a
loﬂl_l-l way by wrecking an lnnocent
girl'slife.  You sit by hernt dinner-—
at her own father's table—and plan
in smug complacency how Lo separate
her from a man she really loves—and
to eompel her to marry you, Why,
Yyou aren’t fit to marry her chamber-
mild. Thers Ian't & groom in  her
stible that hasn't highor, holler ideals,
Now wo! ‘This tn the lnst Lime | want
to ses you an long aw 1 lve!"™

A awirl of moft mkirts, the sharp
slam of a door, and Caleh Conover
arhant, wordless with dlsmay, sloo-i
alona on the lttle moonlit parch,

For n fall minute he atood thers,
dumfounded. Then, from someawhare
in the darkness beyond the closed door
enme falotly the sound of sobbing.
Hending, heart-broken sobs, that
brought & lump to his own throat,

"Now what In blazes conld o' mads
her et like that? he pondered, half-
aloud. "Geo! but I'd rather Ln hornes
whippad than make that kid ery!l  An'
1 a'poss,” ha wont on an he pussnd out
of the gate, 'l #'pose ‘hout this Lime
Latty Btandish an' Caine are sayin’
good-night, all slushiy itke, an' grin.
nin' a4 each other, like a couple of
measly love-birds'

CHAPTER VIIL.
Caleb Conover Takesan After-

noon Off.

HE Fighter made life a bur-
dan, next day, for the ofMce
ataff of the C. G. & X. An
electrie aura of unaasiness
pervaded the big statton—

the Indefinable, wordless something
that gives warning to the mont remote
danizons of every offios whan the
“bosn" ia out of temper. Early In
the afternoon a note was handed td
him, It wans from Desires, He read
it, hal? ploud:

“ijeann, I'm good now, | don't think
I'm BVER golng to ba bad agaln,
Wouldn't it be fine If yon shonld come
and take ma for m walk this afters
noon? D. /"

“lan't she the dandleat ever?' (Ca-
dob  asked hinwelf gleefully as he
stralghtenad his tia befors the office
mirror and jammed his folt hat down
over hix forohead, "Why can't the
Lotty girl be liko her? Thon there'd
ba some pleasure In gettin® married,
Hope she and Doyl be frionds, If
they ain't"——

gence. When Providence gives a man
n groat tenor volce, He glves him
nothing else, Perhaps, ugh, he

necds nothing else.™

But an avalanchs of trite anyings
oould not have hnlted Caleb, Ie lis-
tened with ponderons deference to
Caine; then glanced about the tahle
and oim.d his volce,

“Apeakin’ of ‘nesdin’ nothin' else'’ "
sald he, “reminds me of Old Man
Wetherwolks who used to lve at
Pompton whoen 1 was a kid, He used
to got Jogged an reg’lar as pay-day
cams ‘round. Had a battin' av'rage
of weven nichia o week, Then, whon
he'd blowed his lnst nickel, he'd make
us boys pilot him home, It wasn't
any cinch, elther, For his wife was
always waltin' at the door. An' the
chunks of langunge aha'd hand out to
us would &' fried an iocbhers.  One
night, | remember, we brought the ol
pol homs worse'n wsual, Bho wus
right there with the tongue-lnshin,
Eho told him wha! awins ha was to
spend all his fum'iy's cash on booae,
and how he was a disgraces ta his
town, an' olher nlee, comfortin'
things lika that, Bha wound up by
woroechin'; 'An' you haven't a single
radeomin® tralt, yvou worthless drunk-
ard!' That woa too much for Wetlh-
prwalks.  He clapsed on the bottom
step and began Lo ery,  ‘You're right,
m'dear he whines, ‘Bv'ry word you
sy 8 true. 1 hoven't o sihgele re-
deemin®  tralt, Bt —an' hers ha
throws his chest ot an' looks stern
an' noble—'but In ov'ry othep respest’
'im a dam’ fine man!"*

The aneedote pomohow A1d not Yo
as well os when Conover had told it
n the hnek room of Kerrigan's an-
toom,  But if there was constraint in
Its raception, he did not observe |t
Letiy, dropplng hep voloa, to shint him
out of the general talk, Innuired:

Whers is P'ompton? 1 don't think

I evar heard of it, M T' Are our
Pompton Avenue atd the Pompton
Club named for t7

“1 don't think =0 ha anawarnd,
e a Wt place, "way up In the
North Jersey Nills Swarmin' with
commuters, by now, 1 s'pose, 1 used

to live there for a while, onra, when
1 was loarnin® raflrondin’, There'a o
luke, with the soft green  hills all
closin® down araund It ke they loved
{i. The sun used 1o aet 'hout a mile
from oul house, 10 tnen the Jake
1 peald ealor, An' then o blue sort
of twilight would rall up through the
valley. An' the hills wonld seem 1o
sireteh out like they was goln' to
sl —RKind o prety place,” he ended,
lamely.

“You'ee n pont!”™ the wirl ansnrad
Him owith gushing uneasiness. 1 had
no ides you looked at nature through
wuch roscoto glasses,'

“Nalther I do,” he replied, ashamed
of hix unwonted Alght of fanecy. *I
was only tellin' you how it used to
peem o me when 1 was 4 balf-baked
kid, Rince then I've boon =6 husy
lvin' that I've loat all the knock of
gettin' enthoossd over measly lan's
peapes,  They don't mean anytiing
in my lfe, Novor read one, nelther,
when 1 could bholp 11, CGuess you was
siringin® me, weren't you?"*

Novortheless he was inwardly flad -
toered at her praise and began 1o look
on her with an even moroe favoring
If marmiage in Reh g Bet wore
romlly the ks tatits 1o soclad aghiove
ment, e folt he mileht do far waorse
than choose (his vomely, quivering
nofed damweel ot hin sldo.

“Fond of rabbitw?' ha nsked—ns
unintentlonuliy ns irrelevantly.

"What an odd question!™ alie eried,

|
|

her ronnd eyes rdalsing inelpient dls- |

triss shgnals” “Is It w Joke?"
“No he answered, floundering.
#“l—1 just happened to say it. You=—

|

vou look Just a littls like ona A
very protty one, of courss,” ha mip-
plemented, with mammoth gallantry.

Her eyes, this time, holsted the dis-
tromm mignal so percoeptibly that Calne,
whllled to read the signs, hroke off in
the midst of & sentence o his right-
hand nolchbor and snenged Caleh In
momeninry conversation, Letty, In
the interval stared appealingly about
the hoard. But, thanka to her own
succoss in Arawing Conover Into tote
# tete, the othera wers not, at the
instant, notlcing elther of them.
Thrown upon herself for comfort, she

decided the rough guest had intondead ¥

his asinins remark as a compliment,
The thought did much to console her,
She glanced, sldeways, nt him, with
A new Interest: and Calne. relleved,
saw the 'Falr Weather' standard Aly-
ing once mora,

Hut Conover, subtly aware of her
etmotion, knew he had somesow blun-
dersi, He saw how far hs had de-
flocted fram hin orliginad plan of stony
welf-control, He knew it was the fow
gineson of wina he had drunk which,
while (i no way befuddling his brain,
had given his tongue an undua loose-
nous, A wive of saif-contempt passod
over him; sharp, unaccustomed, A
monservant hent ta Al one of his
ginsses, Caleh, recalling tha etl-
wuotte<hook minxim, elapped his hand
hastlly aver the top of the goblet,
Phe gesture was sudden and carried
with 1t an unintended force, The
wronurht stem of the thin Venetinn
Kliam gnapped,

Canover, purple with angry mortifi-
cntion, myrveved the wreok he had
wronght, Then, pnlling himnaelf to-
gother, lio Inaked shiont the board, the
glnra hetilnd his foreed grin challeng-
ing any and every oye thul might dare
to show derision.

“It doesn't mntter, Mr. Standiah!"
he ded down the tabla to his hoat,
T mave the pleces and 4ond you a
whole st like |b to-morrow. Whera'd
Yol huy 11

e oot more cash than the whaole
erowd of 'om put togethior' he told
himaslf Aereely,

Al the ansuing musicnis Desiraa
tonkt him upder hinr wing In the
mldat of a tenor solo ho went ta alesp
and mmored

. . . . . .
musjoals e went honmeo
with Deniros They halted a moment
on the moonllt veranda of her home,
Canaver stood sulky amnd sllent e -
alrao lonked ot him: then fell to
lauEhing sofly,

*Oh, wvou bhig haby!® sha aried,
Youse punished yvourself all you're
polng to. It's all rlght. Now stop
belng unhappy! Stop!  Bmllel®

You aren't sore on me?” ho anked,
In lingering doubt

SSilly! Why should T he?"

“l—l—mnde awful small of you the
wiy I acted,” he confossad,

I T oan stand 18, you onght to,” she
rotorted, *Now be friends and stop
mulinget

“You're mira yon
queriod, still in douht,

“Mpd? Notone am!idgin!

“Oh, Doy, he interruptod,

—_——

Aftar the

aln't mad” he

| LU

all gon- chance to do some sles

tritlon, "It was rotten of mel! To
think of my snorin' out loud an' mak.
in' everybody rubber at you while thoy
gavo me the laugh! An' you never
batted an eye! You sat thero lookin'
#o friendly an' cool, an' talkin' to me
like nothin' had happened! 1 could
n' knelt down and kissed both your
foot, 1 kep' n' thinkin' all evenin'
that you'd most llkely take 1t out on
moe whon wo waa alone, 1'd a' bean
only hooman mnature f you had,
That's why | oame harn now, To
tnke my medicine. An' you aln't even

dispusted with me, ou - aln't, are
sou?" he added, In hasty n for
reAsNuUrancn

“Would you have bheen ‘dlsgusted’
with me” she nsked, "if it bean

1 inatead of you that"——

*You know blame well I wouldn't!"
he declared. “An' 1'd a' Hoked ev'
man In the place that dared to lauy
or look soeerin’, 1'd o'’

“That's just what [ wanted to do,”
nald Denlres, “If | was cross insids,
it wasn't at you, dear hoy,"

*I'll win ont on ‘am vet'' growled
Conover. “1 made & mintake, An’
I'm ashamed of it, The only feller
who's never ashamad of his mistaken
ia a loonatic. And [ain't aloonatic, by
i long shot, I'm ashamed. But [0
win,"

“ldsten to me,” sha demanded. "if
there was a blg lovable, splendid
child you knew and he inaisted on

ping to play with  children who

adn't the sense to see how fine he
was and what good company he could
be, It wouldu't make you angry at
Yitm, would it, If ha got Inughed at for
not understanding  thair sUff, =sat
wiya? Of course not. Hut when ha'd
hiad hia lemson and had burned his
poor stubhy fngers, wonldn't 1t make
i;ou Just the loast hit fmpationt If he
exan right away to plun to try his
Juck with thome same horrid shildren
aguin? Wouldn't you be tempted to
apank Wim or't——

“You'rs dead right, lttla wirl,” ha
admitted, “An' you'rs a lot claverer
than T am. I'-

“Then you will
urged.

“I ean't, Dey! Honest, 1 ean't. T
eouldn’t lonk my=elf in the faee again
A1 let thiose golA-shirters beat ma
out, Youn see how (L n, don't you?
I'm In ta win, If 1 ever wus to glva
up a fight, § could never win annther
1t'd tike the win' out of e, for Kenpa

wive 1t up?' mhe

Please don’t make me do it Dey!™
“AIlL right!™ aha wighed, in cnmis
despnir. “It's only for your own sake

and heeanss | care for you"

“If (' goin' to make you unhappy
or pahumed of me, I'll give 1t up'* he
wild, with slow resignation,

*No," sha forbade, *“You nesdn't
feel that way ahout it It doesn't
make me unhappy, exrept an your
aecconunt, And | souldn't be ‘nxhamed*
of you If 1 tried all day., You know
1 eemidn’t.”

“Yau're the dnndiest, littlesl, pret.
tlest girl there 1a1" he antd, gratefally,
HAR' thome big cves of yours kind of
mike mo foel like 1 was in chureh,
Now I chare homa an’ iflve you a
“nyll_

pin',

f
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am he atarted to
think of Misy 8 ish T

“Why," sho answerod, gnrphmli.
“1 never thought much about her
She's very nloo—and pretty, too; lan't
whet*

“Looks & iittle like a rabbilt, don't
sho?" he ventured.

The girl's quick laugh Aashed out
and sho elaspud her hands togethar,

“Heautitul!l” she eried. “How did
you ever think of 1t

"Hiruck o the fieet time 1 saw
her,” he replied, Aattered. ™1 told her
ahout it to-night at @inner.*

“Onleb! You didn't!*™

"Honeat, 1 441" he relterated.
Cll'l-_.

"“What did sho say ™

"Oh, she didn't seom to mind. Got
mort o' red, an' grinned, [ gucss sho
liked 1t. Her'n me MAN't get on o
had together, takin® all into acrount,
I puens we'll pull together Arat rate
when we'rs better acgunainted.”

“Yaou soem pretty certain of belng
hettor aqmninted,' " she mocked, al-
helt thers was a l1ttle tug ut hor heart,

“I wim,” he answered, coolly. "The
faot ia, Doy, 1'm thinkin' of makin® it
a case of marry.”

For a momant sha did not answar,
The foutfills of a pedestrian sounded
rhythmically distinot in the allence
that fell botweoan the man and the
girl,  Then Desireo obsarved, with a
elight rostraint that sat  strangely
upon her:

“I don't think that is a very nice
Joka™

“Plan‘t & Joke a! all” Caleb am-
sured her. “I mean 1t. I'd o' talked
1t aver with yon bafore, only thu ides
never eatne clear to me til to-olght.
Heore'a how 1t |18"'—

“You-—you cars for her?" naked De-
siren, very qulotly, Caleh, full as he
wis of hia own aspirations, notleed
how dull and lifeless her volte had
all at once grown,

“You're tired onut!™ he cried, all re-
morsn, “Here | keap you up, Hetenin’
to my fonl talk, when you ought to be
wound usleep!  Nlge sort of guardian
I am! I'm goln' "—

“No, Wait!" she ordered, with a
pltitul shadow of her wonted dainty
tmperousness, “I'm not tired, Tell
me. Arn ¥You in love with her?™

“In love with her?' scaffed Caleh,
With that Uttlsa rabblt-fueed bunech
of allliness? Nobmo! BHut shoe comios
of abhout tha bhigkest fam'ly hepe,
she's pop'lar ev'rywhero, If | was to
marry her, 1I'd et with the besl crowd
in Granite, My place'd o as sure un
yaura'll boe whon you marry that gold-
shirt chap—whoever he turns out to
be—that wo waa talkin' about the
wther day. [ waa speukin' of the ldos
to Calne only to-night, an' be
SUVE"——

"Oht*

The furious monosyilable snapped
through hin rambling talk ko a ple-
o) ahot, Caleb paused In amaze, The
girl hud risen.  Her tiny Hsta wore
clinohed, her face wan hird an a
awtues,  The moonlight gave back
wald fire From her Breat oyoen,

“How dare you? ahse panted. "How
dure you! You speak of marrying
Loty Btandish as you would speak of
buving i borge! You even talk It
over with the man #he has promised
to marey! Hut [ aupposa you chuckled
t yourself over your barroom cuns
ning In getting an opinion from him
without letting hhm know 1t wun his
pwioetheart vou planned to steal. You
sneer at her as a ‘rabbit-faced Hitla
bunch of ailliness,’ lnwet you mpeak
in the same broat maliing her
your wife. Do you reallzss you are
not only insuliing her by suoch a
thought, but you are mnulun' mae hy
apeaking mo 1N my pressnce?”

“Dayl’" gasped the bewildered man,

“what do you

Hu nirode throngh the auter ofMes,
tooking so humaen that his expreasion,
oombined with the far more Important
fact that he was evidently departing
for the day, put the whaole staff Into
the wimont good humor for the rest
of the afternoon,

It whs a very natural, self-ocon-
trollad Desiree who met Conover on
the poreh of the Sheviin cottagn, It
tierm had been the muffied solis that
had ment him home with s Linp I
Jilm throat—If ahe had laln wite.eyed,
tortured, 1 broad  daylight-—there
wian no hint of miuch exeess In her
fower face, nor in the gitlish vigor
of har poss, Conover, doubtful as o
how ha might beat refer to the quarral
of the previoun night, for onees did an
absolutoly wise and tactful thing, He
mnds no mentlon whatever of the
affalr. They walked out to the Ara-
reelk Club, and found seats ot o tabls
whore sat Catne, Jack Hawarden and
1atty Standish,

“0h, it'n good to he In the country
a day like thin!” satd Desires, after
they hud chatted for & thne,

*I'Il ko tn the country for ths sum-
mer this timae next month,'" aald Ha-
wnrden, “Mother's taken the same
cottage nt the Antlers we hnd last
yoar, 1t will be nice to get back to
the old Adirondnoks neadn”

1 wiah 1 could go there—ar any-

whera at ol in the Adirondocks”
alghed Destres, wintfully. *1 rend
onee™

Culet noted the longing infleotion
and made guick mental memorandum
of It

“How blg's vour cottags, Jack?" ha
asked he oy,

TEgr rooms,  Wa get our meals at
the hotel, Why ™

h, nothin®!” Continuing with ela-
phantins humor, rhought mayba 1
might drop In on  you some tim»
How many of you goin' to bo there ™

vitither ann only stay a month this
vonr.  After thut thera will be only
mether nnd L THA you really think

UM We'd bie over so glod,
extra ronm.”
Munrli obligod I've nover tonk o

varation yet, an' [ guenss I'm a little

Mt too old to hesin, 1 don't Wllave
In vaoations Neolther wonld yon 1 4
vour conld ses how my olorks look
when they ot back from ‘om The
first day hack vou'd think they was
beminnin® a 1fe sentence in prison,
It costs e six monthe' savin's to
erow a bunch of culloun spots on
thely handa an' tan on their faces

hiat they ecould n' aal frea of churee,
workin' im my frelght yarda  When
A'yoil expet o ko 1o the cauntry,
Winy Standiah?" he broks off, ramem.
hering belatedly nis new-ohosen pale
of atteniive swailn, and turning un-
sxpectodly upon Latty hefore ahe had
an opportinity to resume the nlont
neas which #he had just discarded as
UNTBL AN Y

"I—1 don't quite know vet'™ she
made reply. "Wa shall prohahly stay
In town rather 1ate this year”

“oad'" approved Calel, "1 hope
wi'll sea a ot of sach other™

And, looking Into his light, maa-
torfil aves, the @irl knew all ut onens
that sho woulil niot have the wit noe
tho farea to avold him, Ths knowl.
ediee turned her slek.  MHor round,
helplens wrze whifted (nvoluntarily to
Desiren, wa the nearegt womnn to hir
And, under the genitine fright hohing
that appeal, the steel glint thiut had
of a sudden harilened Desiros's bl
even softened nnacconntably. A nulek
sentenca that hod riaen to her Ups
died unhorn,

Yor s moment, bafora oconvention
ecould tower the vell, the two women
rend pach other to the very sonl, At
what the hriof glance told her, Tatty
dArew her breath with a sharp !ntake
that made Conover g'ance at her In-
auirinely.

I ARLES SICRNRS

Letty Standish was saying over and
over 1o hersell In A rapturous sloge
Mng

“Hhe won't let him make lave to
me. Hhe won't! HBhe won't!™

CHAPTER IX.
On Top of the World.

ONOVER woke from a quaint
dream of being burled alive
in  an (li-Atting ocofn,
And dawning consclonaness
proved the dream to have

been but a mild exaggeration. Por
he was ensconced In a slesping oar
berth,  fhray  light wasm peeping
through the lowered ahade, Mueh-
breathed alr mingled with black dust
pressed down upon the Fighter's
lungs. ¥From A nearby section oame
the fretful whine of a bady. The
U berth.curtaine swished awk-
wardly mward and out to the awing
of the car,

Heo had arranged privataly and st a
big price that Mrs. Hawarden should
take Desires, an hor guest, to the Ad-
irondack ocottage at the Antlers, on
Hacquotte Lake. For the past two

months the girl had besn there. And
now, at hor Imperative order, Con-
over woas on his way thither for o
lf::trmlght'l vacation—the first of his

",

Caleh performed with eass born of
long practise that contortionist feat
known as “dressing in  the o
Then msorambling out, he Iml
down the narrow dark alsle toward
the washroom at the rear. The place
wus already full of half-clad, red-
eyed  tousolled men. Home wero
wanshing, others painfully seraping
lather from their jaws with safely
razorm:  still others ransacking bag
or pult-case for clenn linen, Ome
carly bird had completed his tollet
and was lounging In a leather-and.
wieker chalr, trying to translate a
plnk tims table, meanwhile indus-
trioualy rmlnn the seml-alrtight com-
partment with elgarette amoke,

Conover surveynd his taciturn fel.
low-sufferers, gianced over the teo-
populoun room from the rack-fricse
aof neatly trinngular-folded towels to
the ash-and-cuspldor-sirewn oarpet;
then he slouched out into the rela-
tively freah alr of the aisle. He
looked at his wateh., The hour was
wix-thirty, At seven they were
nt Ragueite Station.
was laat of the in, It soeurred to
Cileh to tuke his first glimpse of the
Adirondacks. Ho walked to the sear |
door and looked out,

Hehind him wound the single track
of the little spur road. On either
alde 1t was lined by dark ever-
proens that stretehed away in an end-
lemn visin of monochrome until the
silver mist that hung low over & "
thing blotted them m vislon, ao
traln seemed to ba ploughing Ite way
wiralght Inte the untrodden wilder-
ness; to be the first alien that ever
had Intruded upon the wvast mystic
wolitudos of green and gray. s

Calel looked long and without stir-
ring. 'Then, as the negro porter
chanced (o come near, the watcher's
pent-up volume of emotion found
veat In one pregnant aentonce:

“Here, you!" he halled, “I'll give
you a dollar if you can rustla me a
cup of hot ooffas!™

. . . . . . .

Out Inta the clinging mist, onto a
long wooden platform, tumbled the
travellers, Calob in the first rank.
There, drawn up to balt thelr onset,
comle opera chorus-like, were ranged
the voeiferating station clerks of the
Intea's variouns hotel-comps. A breath
of keen, balsam-tinged alr bit to Con-
ovor's very Iun'.‘r.n ﬁIrlllr‘hlﬂrl\vlvlr he
threw out his ehost, drinking In great
gulps of strange ozone. From out of
the awirling mist befors him rose of &
sudden a slight, girlish Aigure that ran
forward with a glad little éry and
canght both his hands,

“Oh, you're hera! You're here!™
reloleed  Doalres, onreless of -
alanders,  ‘"Mra. Hawarden sald P'd

ecateh my death If I was on the

wso enrly, Hut | kot up nt the screech
of dawn and came, Isn't it all won-
derful? This mist will burn up in a
ittle while and then you'll seel And
da Mily and Aunt Mary still like farm
Ife? Come. The Antlera launch s
aronnd the other side of the station”

Clinging gieefully to one of his blg
arms, the girl pllated him throngh the
aourrylng groups and tha lu
heaps, to o nearby dodk whera a -
scote of walling  launches panted.
From one of the lurgest Auttered a
dark blue fAag with the name “Ant-
lern” pleked out on it (n white, Into
the launch they piled, Denires still
talking In nretty, cager excitomaent,

“Thin Is the gsouth end of the lake ™
ahn was expinining.  *“*There's the
stora aver yonder —that farthost predl
building=—and there's the Ragouetts
lake House, Wa had a dance thern
one night, And out thers"—with
n wave toward the wall of ahinipg
viipor—~in where we're going, It's
only a mile, Wo'll start as soon
the rest can get pboanl. Oh, [ w
the rist wan gone so You could ses
the islands, and old Hlue Mountain
koeping guard aver™—-

“It'a protty damp on the watar for
Villl, adn't 1t he intercupted, draw-
ng her mackintosh closer about her
shoulders, “This fog's wet.”

“Nobody ever eatches cold up here

an the top of the world!™ ahe Qs
elvimed,  “And it isn't fog, It's fust
Hitle mountain mist, in another

holf hour 1t will rise'

“Junt the same!™ he argued, “I wigh
you had come in a earriage, Instead
o tein® on the water xo early,”™

YA gatringe!” she scofed merelly,

*Where do you think vou are?
These pointing to the docked row-
bods, canoes and launehes cluster-

Ing about them, “nre the ‘carciages’
of the Adirondacka, Why, except for
the white trunk-chariot steod at the
Antlers, thers probably isn't a horse
within  theee miles of here. It's
Veree all over agaln, In thedt, Aren't
vou nt all glad to wee me?™ ghoe con-
tinued, dropping her voice and noting
the man's tuesled.  uneathusiastic
mien.  For an instant some of the
happy light ebbed in the eyes that had
beon o brimful of joyous wolcomae,
Caleb roused himself with an lm-

patient ahake at his own eseoming
apathy,

“(ind te msee vou!" ha echoed.
“Clad?  Well sanv, you little giel, it's

the gladdear thing that's happened to
me since the davy you left
An' 1'd be just as¢ glad even If 1t was
in some worss place than a wet
all stalled up with mist. Qea! but
tunn makes you look prettiern &
whaole pleture album!”

(To Ba Continned)
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